FIGARO IN LONDON. 
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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen. —LADY MONTAGUE. 


“ Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. 


Thev supply information as to the person and 


habits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEW WHIG GUIDE. 
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JOHN BULL’S BOUNTY, 


It is not often that John Bull has much money to spare, though 
one would think he had a great deal to throw away, at least if we 
may judge by the eagerness that those persons who have the con- 
trol of his house display in throwing it away for him. However, 
he has at times been induced to give something away in charity, 
and a short time since, he threw some out of his window to those 
most unfortunate beggars, the poor Irish. Immediately on his 
oe Srie Sscoraled that most notorious and corrupt old hag 
eS ireh, made a pounce upon it, and standing beneath John 

iil's window, pretended it was for herself that the charity was 


i > ry : e 

tended. The old hag, though in the most enfeebled state from 
r : . s 

ottenness and debauchery, commenced a most violent struggle 


‘ 
‘UT } 317 = . 
= — and would certainly have got the better of the 
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Price One Penny: 











Irish boys, had not O'Connell stepped in, and defended them lus- 
tily. Finding herself getting worsted through his powerful agency, 
she called out furiously for help; and her cries have brought to her 
aid some of those Tory bullies who support her in her corruption, 
and by whose assistance she will, most probably succeed, for the 
present, in securing the money, that is the subject of dissension, 
The poor Irisk, and the fat old Mother Church, are both down, 
though we are sorry to add, that, for the present at least, old 
Mother Church is uppermost. The above engraving is so fine a 
specimen of the art, as applied to the purposes of allegory, that we 
forbear from impairing the simple grandeur of its effect by elabo- 
rate glossaries. The caricature speaks for itself, and, unlike Ro- 
meo when he speaks, he says something more to the purpose than 
nothing. 


INTERPRETER’ 





Rather too bad. 
“ Sir E. Knatchbull rose, but was inaudible. The Chairman rose, and 
called Sir E. Knatchbull to order.” —Report of the Debates. 


The confusion that now and then seems to prevail in the House 
of Commons is entertaining beyond all description, though it cer- 
tainly brings down the dignity of the people’s representatives to 
an ebb that is truly contemptible. A few days ago there was a 
row in the House between O'Connell and Stanley. ‘* You're a 
liar,’ cries ope; ‘* You're another,” cries a second ; and honour- 
able members kept bobbing up and down, in the most violent rage, 
pointing out the horrible impropriety of a loss of temper. But 
though we are inclined to support the dignity of the House to its 
fullest extent, we do not like to see a poor devil ill used, as ap- 
pears to have been the case with regard to Sir Edward Knatchbul!. 
He got up, looked very sheepish, was quite inaudible, and only 
stood up looking like an idiot, when the Chairman must needs, 
most vociferously, call him, poor innocent devil, to order, As if 
he could help his goose look. , We remember a poor youth, of 


le 
W. Strange, 21, Paterroster Row. 
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eleven years of age, being dashed down from his chair, and driven 
from his father’s table, for looking so much like a thief, and he 
seems to have deserved it about as much as poor Knatchbull. Why 
his inaudibility was so disorderly as to call fcr the interference of 
the Chairman. is past our philosophy. The justice of sucha por- 
ceeding is exactly like a whale, and, if possible, most particularly 
more like a camel. 


ee EL LDL LLL LE - 


a 


LOW LEGISLATION, 





While some of the most important public questions are left in 
statu quo, or only just tickled with the tip of the finger of legisla- 
tion, thus increasing irritation and impatience, instead of allaying 
it, patriots are found rushing pel med into the profundities of back 
slum legislation, and are engaged in eagerly laying down laws for 
the government of cads, jarvies, cabmen, and Omnibus conductors. 


While the Imprisonment for Debt Bill is thrown out—for want of | 


time—hours are wasted in trving to make an Omnibus cad a pattern 
card of polite puppyism ; and, as if the House of Commons had the 
wand of a magician, nights are occupied in devising how to make a 
jarvey into a gentleman. 
a fellow for a sixpenny ride, for his whole sou! seems to be wrap- 


ped up in the one idea of extorting civility from cabmen, and get- | 


~ 


ting a cheap cast down to the city in one of Shillibeer’s vehicles. 
Since he has come in for Jemmv Wood's loose cash, he surely 


might let the cabs alone, but instead of that, he seems more agog | 


than ever for a run down to Blackwall! and his exertions in Par- 
liament are evidently directed to the sole aim of equalising the 
fares, and polishing up the cads into a state of civilization, high 
enough to meet his exalted ideas of the beau ideal of Omnibus con- 
ductors. Since Alderman Wood has become such a connoisseur in 
these articles, we shall expect to find all the cads converted into 
coxcombs, and the watermen into rose watermen. 





HORRID DOMESTIC TRAGEDY IN THE PALACE. 





Her Majesty, the other morning, was roused from her slumbers 
by a violent coughing and sneezing; and, upon looking up, she 
saw our most gracious king, her husband, leaning over her, his 
eyes filled with dust, a regiment of young fleas in his month and 
ears, and a bevy of old, young, and middle-aged bugs running about 
in all directions. He held in his hand the bed-post, which he 
seemed to have detached from the bed, and altogether the spectacle 
presented was of the most distressing character. Upon assistance 
being summoned, it was discovered that the king had read an ac- 
count of a prisoner having turned the leg of a stool into a flute 
upon which be had played and beguiled the hours of his captivity. 
His majesty thought a leg of a bedstead was quite as capable of 
sweet sounds as a leg of a stool, and knowing that the legs of the 
royal bedstead are already fluted, he had ventured on trying the 
experiment. He had, after some trouble, succeeded in detaching 
the tremendous post from the bedstead, and was preparing to sere- 


nade the queen, with “* Oh slumber my darling,” but the first ap- | 


plication of his breathing to the columns, produced the disastrous 
consequences which we have above recorded, It was some time 


before the royal pair recovered from the shock of his majesty’s mu- | 


sical experiment. 





REFORMING THE PEERS 





Various have been the propositions for reforming the Peers, but, even | 
with due deference to O'Connell, we do not think the right plan of doing | 


the business has been hit upon, It was once proposed to give patents 
of Peerage indiscriminately to every scamp who applied for them; but, 
upon consideration, we think that such fellows as Twiss might thus get 


Alderman Wood seems to be a devil of | 
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| into the House, and it would then be disreputable for an honest scavenger 
‘to sit in the Upper House. Our plan for reforming the House would be 
| simply this: —Make the Peerage elective, if you like, but let nobody 
| have the power of voting ; and by this delicious little proeess we get rid 
| of the nuisance altogether. Thus we do away with the Peers, and yet 
| keep the Constitution entire; for a Peerage might be elected, Only that 
| there will be nobody to vote for it. 


ee ne 


| QUITE NATURAL. 
} 
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Some say that the manner in which Lyndhurst changes the colour of 
his coat has no parallel in nature. We confess such birds as he is are 
rare ones, but we have at last found one to which he may be compared, 
We read of a bird, in the neighbourhood of the Convent of St. Bernard 

‘called an Herbene, which is white in spring, black and white in summer, 
and quite black in autumn. Surely this bird ought to be called a Lynda 
| Aurst. He was in the spring of his lifea white Liberal, in his summer 
_he became a black and white Whig, anc in his autumn he is quite a 
black Tory. 


a 


WHAT IS SHE AT? 





The papers have been busying themselves very much of late as to the 
| locus in quo of the Hon. Mrs. Norton, as if positively public curiosity 
demanded satisfaction on this point. One will have it she is here, ano- 
| ther eagerly protests she is there, and some few journalists Sagaciously 
| hint that she is neither here nor there, and of course that she must be 
‘nowhere, In compliance with the general eagerness, we sent couriers off 
| to Seringapatam, but a telegraphic dispatch tells us that the Hon. Mrs, 
Norton is not there. In truth, we have omitted nothing to find out where 
she is. The Greenwich cad has not seen her; and, strange to say, Dusty 
Bob, whom we commissioned to meet with her, has not yet succeeded in 
obtaining an interview. That ass, who does the scrapings for the Court 
Journal, thinks itself agreeable, because it says, ‘ We have ascertained 
that Mrs. Norton is not at Paris, but she has been ever since her arrival 
ata spot near London.’ What does the cockney scribe mean? How 
many spots are there near London; and what information does the sen- 
tence convey ? The cockney paragrapher cannot have met with her in his 
Sunday rambles and cheap tea expeditions to Chalk Farm or White Con- 
duit. Collier, who does this work, generally contrives to get a Sunday 
suburban splash out of his salary, but we don’t think he can have met 
with Mrs. Norton where he goes. Some of the penny-a-liners have sent 
her to the Zoological Gardens, as if she were one of the Luons of the 
day ; but we are authorised to state that, as yet, she has not joined any 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
i 
} 


public managerie. Wombwell is in treaty, but it is no go. 
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FRENCH FRIBBLE. 





There is only one class of noodles greater than our own dear penny-a- 
liners in the way of noodleism, and those are the penny-a-liners of Paris. 
The execution, trial, and all the rest of it of Alibaud, have of course 
given them food not only for their stomachs, but for their antallucts, 
poor devils, if they happen to have got any. They have of course been 
beautifully minute on the subject of Alibaud’s last moments, and dwell 
inost particularly, not only upon all the nice po:nts of the affair, but, as 
our gracious King declares, upon some of the nasty ones also. For 
example, they tell us, as a piece of great news, that he was allowed in 
his last moments to keep on his pantaloons. What a piece of clemency, 
on the part of the French Government, to allow a criminal like this to 
wear pantaloons. Such benevolence and forbearance never were known. 
Surely such a wretch ought not to have been suffered to appear even in 
a pair of the sparest tights—but pantaloons! Gracious God! the cle- 
mency of the French authorities 1s too great. Every honest heart must 
| have invariably exclaimed, ‘ Off with his breeches—so much for Alibaud !’ 
| Some of the papers say, that he smoked and sung songs. This is most 
| important; and it is only to be lamented that the historian of his fumi- 
| gatory and chaunting propensities did not chronicle the exact number of 
| whiffs he took in consuming each cigar, and give us a notion of the key 
in which he took his songs, saying particularly whether he sung too sharp, 
too flat, or too natural. Altogether, the twaddle respecting Alibaud has 
been decisive, and the correspondent of our London papers have caught 
the infection from the local journalists. Different reports have been 
given of his last words, but we believe none are correct. Our corres- 
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ondent declares, that when he looked up at the guillotine, and saw the 
Pal axe, he was asked by the French Jack Ketch where he would have 
t. Alibaud looked up solemnly at the are, and then regarding the 
French Ketch with a steady glance, hastily exclaimed, : Axe about and 
find it out,’ when the chopper instantly severed his topsail from his lower 
rigeing. This is a specimen of the accuracy of owr own correspondent, 
which we hope a discerning public will properly appreciate. 


ee 
IMPORTANT FACTS. 








We subjoin a few important facts for the benefit of our readers; they 
are in the hand-writing of a reporter for the Morning Post :—‘ The tea, 
which excited so great a sensation by attempting to escape over the 
palings of White Conduit House, was not Lord Eldon. His Lordship 
was not in the gardens at the time of the escape.”—** Mr. Horace Twiss 
‘nvited several friends to a tea and turn-out last Tuesday. Owing to 
some unforeseen difficulty in the purchase of the tea, and hearing an 
altercation between ‘Twiss and a grocer, his friends preferred dispensing 
with the tea, and put up with the ¢u7n out, which took place immediately.’ 
_“|t was rumoured that Hobler contemplated suicide, as he had been 
watched on Monday night, when he was seen brandishing the bellows 
in the most fearful manner. He once or twice applied the pipe to his 
head, and it is believed with the intention of blowing out his brains.”— 
“The Lord Mayor entertained a very large domino party at the Mansion 
House on Tuesday. The settling was very unsatisfactory, and Alderman 
Venables had his pocket picked of nearly a quarter of an ounce of re- 
turns tobacco.’—Alderman Winchester has been labouring under a very 
severe malady. He has positively had a violent attack of wit. We are 
happy to say that there are not the smallest fears of a relapse. Wit with 
Winchester is like the measles with a child;—he has it once, and then 
there is an end of it.”’ 





IMPRISONMENT FOR DEBT HUMBUG. 





A week or two ago, we warned the public against the humbug that 
was about to be practised by the introduction of a Bill for the Abolition 
of [mprisonment for Debt, which said bill never was intended to pass. 
We told the readers of Frcaro that it would not pass, and that even 
those who pretended to advance it did not mean that it should pass ; and 
the result has proved that we were not wrong in our calculations. The 
manner in which we have beenhumbugged is truly awful ; and the prince 
of all this humbug is that especial humbug, Sir John Campbell. 
trouble we have taken to prove that this man is the prince of all hum- 
bugs, has not been thrown away; and he is universally admitted to be 
the prince of humbugs accordingly. His clap-trap speeches about the 
cruelty and tyranny of imprisonment were, in the emphatic words of 
the King, ‘ Ad/ my eye,’ ‘and,’ as Sir Andrew Barnard, with true loyalty, 
added, *‘ Betty Martin!’ Sir John is eminently deserving of public 
execration, for the manner in which he has misled the millions of poor 
devils who have been anxiously waiting for relief from his promised phi- 
lanthropy and patriotism. If he can explain why it has been put off 
from year to year, and from session to session—if he can give us a 
reason for this conduct, though we very much doubt if he can—yet, if 
he can, we will give insertion to his letter, provided it be very short, but 
not otherwise. Until he has done this, there is a stain upon his name, 
which no scrubbing or rubbing can wipe off, and which no drubbing and 
scrubbing can be too severe for. 


NotEe.—We have had handed to us the copy of a very useful pamphlet, 
entitled THE DEBTORS’ GUIDE, which we understand will be shortly 
published at a moderate charge. It contains, in addition to other interest- 
ing matter, the Rules, Regulations, Fees, Expences, &c. of the Debtors’ 
Prisons, in the County of Surrey, London, and Middlesex, viz. King’s Bench, 
Fleet, Whitecross-street, Horsemonger Lane, Marshalsea, Borough Comp- 
ter, and Tothill Fields. A List and Address of Sheriffs’ Officers, distin- 
guishing those that keep lock-up houses, with their charges ; Advice to In- 
solvents from the Country that seek to avail themselves of the Insolvent 
Act in London, so that they will be effectually protected from impositions 
by harpies of the law. Complete [nstructions to obtain a Habeas Corpus, 
and to render to bail, full particulars of all the Courts of Requests, with an 
expose of the ruinous and odious Tally System; account of many individu- 
als, Who are now suffering imprisonment for debt, that have been incarce- 
rated from five to five and twenty years, extraordinary Prison Anecdotes, 
fame of the party through whose medium Lord Cochrane effected his es- 
cape from the King’s Bench, known to the Author of this work only: with 
&thass of most valuable information for all men in trouble, particularly to 
those likely to become inmates of a debtors’ jail. 

Addressed to the Members of Parliament, by James CHAPMAN. 


The | 
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GOOD NEWS FOR THH PHSOPLESH 





The peoplesh are in high hopes of the removal of their disabilities, and 
arrangements are already in progress for the formation of a Jewish Ca- 
binet. The following list was being handed about Monmouth-street 
yesterday, and a variety of old clothes bags, sealed with official wax, 
were travelling all day between Petticoat-lane and Holywell-street. , 


First Lord of the Treasury (with a seat in the gutter), Mr. Levy, of 
Newman Street. 

Attorney-General (with a hornpipe) Mr. Charles Lewis. 

Groom of the Stole, Mr. Ikey Solomons. 

Ash Stick in Waiting, Mr. Moses. 

Governor of the Forces (with a seat on his thumb) Mr. Franks. 

First Toothpick in Waiting, Mr. David Salomons. 

Lord High Scavenger, Mr. George Lewis. 

President of the Council (with a seat in the Privy), Mr. Morris Levy. 


We understand that the first blue ribband that falls vacant will be 
given to Mrs. Levy for her new cap, and an order of merit is to be created, 
called the ‘Order of the Writ and Latitat.’ Garter at Arms will be 
abolished, and Garter at Legs will be substituted,as being more con- 
sistent with reason and propricty. There are, however, more rumours, 
for which we cannot vouch ; all we can say is, that they were current up 
to a late hour in the best informed old clothes circles yesterday. They 
did not take much effect upon the Monmouth-street and Holywell-street 
markets, which are perhaps, after all, the best criterions. The business 
done was not considerable. Old pantaloons were very flat, but great 
coats at one time were up as high as 6s. 4d. Before the end of the day, 
Waistcoats were down so low that there were few sellers, and the only 
buyers were to be met with in the cel/ars, Old shoes kept very steady 
at twopence, and at no time were they above twopence halfpenny. There 
was a great deal of fluctuation in pumps, but odd shoes were very even 
throughout the whole of the day. In the course of the day, news came 
down that Morris Levy had had an escape from his lock-up house, and 
had received a black eye from his prisoner, but this turned out to be 
only a ruse to force old hats up to an unnatural premium. The trick 
failed, and beavers kept very dull at from twopence to threepence all the 
morning. 





THE KING’S OWN 


His Majesty has been graciously pleased to send in the follow- 
ing conundrum, to which he has most graciously permitted us to 
prefix the title of the King’s Own. ‘‘ Why am I,” asks his Ma- 
jesty, “ Why am I, William the Fourth, like the lilies of the field?” 
‘* Because I don’t care a damn for any thing.” We beg leave to 
| differ from the sovereign on this head, for if he does not toil much, 
| he certainly spins some of the longest yarns we ever met with. 


HOPE FOR THE TORIES 


Some people maintain most strenuously that the Peers are of no 

| value; but we have some hopes for the Tory part of them. We 

have read with the highest satisfaction, that at a recent cattle fair 

in the north, donkies fetched very respectable prices. From this 

we should say, that Lords Winchelsea, and others, are /ooking up, 
as the commercial phrase expresses it. 








_ al 


BREVITIES. 





Strange Things. 
| Itisa common thing to say, that ‘ truth is strange, stranger than fic~ 
| tion.’ Some people are disinclined to believe this ; but they who know 


! 


| the peculiarities of Bishop Phillpotts must be well aware that ¢ruth is, 


in his mouth, a complete stranger, and fiction, in the same quarter, is 
no stranger at all. 
A Towering Simile. 


The Whig Ministry may be compared to the leaning towers at Pisa 
and Bologna. They always look as if they are tumbling, but it is a long 


time before they fall. 
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A Strange Proposition 


A proposition was made, the other night, in the House of Commons 
to prevent the franslation of Bishops. If all Bishops were as difficult 
of interpretation as he of Exeter, this clause would be unnecessary, for 


it would be quite impossible to translate PAillpots. 


A Relishing Joke 


Mr. Daniel Whittle Harvey has rather offended his constituents by 
some passages in his letter, which they facetiously call a specimen of 
Harvey's Sauce. Considering the other cognomen that he has, farvey's 
Sauce seems quite natural with W“ttles. 


A Good Shot 


The Times says, that O’Connell’s speech, in reply to Lord Stanley, was 
worthy of Pistol. As far as the excellence of the atm went, and the 
power of the discharge, it was undoubtedly worthy of the very best of 


Pistols. 


THEATRICALS. 





The King’s Theatre continues to have brilliant and fashionable au- 
diences, or, we should rather say, fashionable alone, for brilliancy is not 
an attribute of fashion. Mdlle. Assandri had an excellent benefit, and 
we were glad to see it. Her ‘ Batti, batti,’ in‘ Don Giovanni,’ was very 
sweetly given; and, altogether, she has proved herself a very great ac- 
quisition to the company. 


Drury Lane has at length closed in reality, and we believe some hun- 


dreds of pounds have been lost by the re-engagement of Madame 
Malibran. The bubble was kept too long in the air, and it burst ac- 
cordingly. Weare sorry to add, that the ‘ Maid of Artois’ has been 


seriously retrograding in public favour; and Balfe seems likely, upon 
the whole, rather to lose than to gain reputation by it. The fact is, it 
was found to be far from attractive, and Malibran got out of it as soon 
as she conveniently could, recurring at once to ‘ Fidelio’ and ‘ La Son- 
nambula.’ By thebye, though the music of this thing is good, there has 
been a great deal too much made of a song, sung by Phillips, and called 
‘The Light of other Days.’ The music-sellers say it is the only piece in 
the Opera that sells, and we say it is almost the only piece in the Opera 


that ought not to sell. It is nothing but a plagiarism from Auber’s first 


movement in bis overture to Gustavus, put into asong by T. Cooke, and | 


called ‘ When time hath bereft thee.’ This song, it is said, will pay all 


the expences of the publication of the music; but, if it does, it only | 


shews the extent of humbug, for it is the least original piece in the 
whole Opera. 


At the English Opera House there has been a novelty, called £ The- 
seus and Ariadne ;’ but it is very silly, very low, and very vulgar. It 
is unworthy of being acted, and has very properly been withdrawn. 


The Haymarket is being decently attended.—The Surrey is thriving ; 
but Vestris and C. Mathews have made but a poor affair of it. The St. 


George’s Fields vagabonds do not appreciate fascination a-/a Vestris; | 
and the vulgar Vincent was a greater favourite there than the accom- | 


plished widow of Wych-street. Mrs. Honey, or any thing of that coarse 
second-hand kind of thing, would do much better for their godships on 
that side of the water. At all events, it shewed spirit, on the part of 
Davidge, to repeat the experiment, which last year by accident suc. 
ceeded. 


We visited the Strand Theatre on Wednesday, and, notwithstanding 
the oppressive heat of the weather, actually submitted to the Herculean 
task of sitting out Hercules, a new burletta lately produced at this 
Theatre. It is a very agreeable trifle, well written and well acted. The 
author, we perceive, takes his benefit on Thursday. 
cess: no man has catered more successfully for the amusement of the 
public. 


FIGARO IN 


We wish him sue-| 


LONDON. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Fy ARRiNcTon's PATENT ELECTRIZERS, the most certain 
Cure yet discovered for the TOOTH-ACHE, TIC-DOLOR EUX 
RHEUMATISM, &c, &c. THE DENTAL ELECTRIZER is a thin Plate of mixed 
Metals, which being placed in the Mouth upon the Gums, by a Galvanic Operation will 
relieve the pains of Tooth Ache, and Tic- Doloreux.—Price 2s.each. THE LEAF ELEC. 
TRIZER, will cure Rheumatism, Sprains, Sore Throat, Swellings, &c. Itis to be placed 
on the skin at the part affected; and may be worn without the slightest inc; nvenienc. : 
Price 1s., 2s., and 18s.,each. Wholesale Warehouse, 112, Fleet Street. Country 
Agents Supplied. : 


the following are now ready, 


| 


Copyright Plays only Sixpence tach 

\ TICTORINE; or, (LL SLEEP ON IT. By J. 
THE DREAM AT SEA. - - 

AGNES DE VERE, &c. &c. 

OW DO YOU MANAGE? a Farce, as performed 


Theatre; being No. 6 of ‘ Bayly’s Popular Dramas.’ 


B. Buckstoner. 
do. 


do. 


at the Adelphi 


Already published, 


A GENTLEMAN IN DIFFICULTIES. ay T. H. Barty 
COMFORTABLE SERVICE. - do. 
ONE HOUR ; or THE CARNIVAL BALL. do, 
THE DAUGHTER. - - do. 
FORTY AND FIFTY. - do 


PERFECTION, will be ready in a Few Days. 

This Edition is handsomely printed on good paper, with Stage Directions, 
Costume, Caste of Characters, &c. under the immediate superintendence 
of the Authors. 

ALES OF ALL NATIONS; or, Popular Legends and Romances. 
Publishing in Weekly Numbers, price One Penny each. andin Monthly 

Parts, price Fourpence, with beautiful Engravings, and hot-pressed. Parts 

1 to 6 are now ready. 

NALES OF THE SEA;; or, interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 

Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocean. In Weekly Numbers, 

| One Penny, each embellished witha beautiful engraving, and in Monthly 
| Parts, price 4d. 39 Nos. and Nine Parts are now ready. 





Now ready, Nos.1 & 2, price 2d, each, with 2S Caricatures by the late R. Seymour, 
EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHE ET, 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed, with descriptive 


letter-press. 
*,* Ccuntry Booksellers should send their Orders immediately 
’ 
| 
| 


SIR ANDREW AGNEW, FIGARO, AND SEYMOUR, 
| YCOPHANT SAINTS AND SABBATH SINNERS: a 
Satire, by Figaro 1n Lonpon. Illustrated by 14 slashing Cuts by Seymour. 
Price Sixpence, 


AND MANUAL — 


. PRINTERS’ I[POCKET-BOOK 
Third Edition, corrected and enlarged.—Price 2 


, 6a. 


| 
| 
Just published, neatly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d 
| HE LIFE OF MILTON; comprising his Personal History, and an 
account of the times in which he lived, z.e. those of Charles I., the 
| Republic, and Charles tI. By WILLIAM CARPENTER. 
The object of this Work isto detail those extraordinary events, under the Vonarchy, the 
Commonwealth, and the Restoration, which called forth the energies of his mighty mind 
on behalf of civil and religious liberty, 
‘* Asa biography itis ably written.”—Court JouRNAL. ; 
‘* This is a valuable addition to the people’s knowledge of Milton,”—News, i 
‘‘A cheap, and popular, and sensible, and spirited account of the great poet and 
patriot."—MONTHLY REPOSITORY. 
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PvE Best in London are to be had of W. WILKINSON, No $0 
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Good Waterproof Beaver Hats . . 
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Wheathe quality of the above goods are taken into consideration, they will be found 
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